MIDSUMMER'S EVE	357
Suddenly without warning the girl was seized with a wild
rush of emotion from some deep part of her being that she had
been successfully suppressing for some time. "I'd like/' she
thought, "to fly to America in one of Claudius's airplanes, and
leave them all—yes, leave even Lovie! As it is, she's fonder
of D. than she is of me. I'd get a job in a real great Circus over
there—the greatest of all! And then—and then—hard and
clear and free—and with a body limber and bare, untouched by
any man, and on a horse, just like my old horse—no! my
old horse himself, come over the sea like a white whale—I'd
show them, I'd show them!"
No-man turned out to be a better guide than Teucer Wye
and it was not long before they were all four jostling and
pushing and arguing along with the rest of their party, in the
crowded interior of a little wooden shed where the overseer of
Maiden Castle, assisted on this particular occasion by a couple
of uniformed policemen, was having all he could do to keep
people from touching with their hands an object that rested on
a rough wooden bench at the back of the hut. The small build-
ing was packed with people, most of them young, some of them
passionately interested in the object before them, and all eager
to propound their own especial theories as to the identity of this
extraordinary thing.
D. kept Wizzie by his side, retaining a tight hold on her
arm, while Uryen, who had easily and naturally joined them
at their first appearance, was now wedged in against the girl's
other side.
The packed little crowd in the shed kept heaving this way
and that, while new people came and others pushed their way
out. Everybody was talking at once, so that there was a hubbub
of excited voices some of which were listened to by a larger
group than others, but save for the overseer and the two police-
men there was no authority present; none, that is, at that mid-
morning hour, of the principal chiefs of the excavation work.
One disturbing element was present, in the form of a large
and extremely ugly Irish terrier, whose owner, a lanky youth
not much more amiable in aspect than the beast itself, hovered
about at the entrance, deriving an imbecile and apparently a
malicious satisfaction from the confusion caused by the dog's
proceedings.
Something about the Great Discovery, as "It"—or "They"

